THE GOBLET.                                      243

there looked out from the vapour as it were an eye ; over this
came a playing and curling as of golden locks; and soon there
went a soft blush up and down the shadow, and Ferdinand beheld
the smiling face of his beloved, the blue eyes, the tender cheeks,
the fair red mouth. The head waved to and fro ; rose clearer and
more visible upon the slim white neck, and nodded towards the
enraptured youth. Old Albert still kept casting circles round the
cup ; and out of it emerged the glancing shoulders; and as the
fair form mounted more and more from its golden couch, and bent
in lovely kindness this way and that, the soft curved parted breasts
appeared, and on their summits two loveliest rose-buds glancing
with sweet secret red. Ferdinand fancied he felt the breath, as
the beloved form bent waving towards him, and almost touched
him. with its glowing lips ; in his rapture he forgot his promise
and himself; he started up and clasped that ruby mouth to him
with a kiss, and meant to seize those lovely arms, and lift the
enrapturing form from its golden prison. -Instantly a violent
trembling quivered through the lovely shape; the head and body
broke away as in a thousand lines; and a rose was lying at the
bottom of the goblet, in whose redness that sweet smile still
seemed to play. The longing young man caught it and pressed
it to his lips ; and in his burning ardour it withered and melted
into air.

" Thou hast kept thy promise badly," said the old man, with
an angry tone; " thou hast none but thyself to blame." He again
wrapped up the goblet, drew aside the curtains, and opened a
window : the clear daylight broke in ; and Ferdinand, in sadness,
and with many fruitless excuses, left old Albert still in anger.

In an agitated mood, he hastened through the streets of the
city. "Without the gate, he sat down beneath the trees. She had
told him in the morning that she was to go that night, with some
relations, to the country. Intoxicated with love, he rose, he sat,
he wandered in the wood: that fair kind form was still before
him, as it flowed and mounted from the glowing gold ; he looked
that she would now step forth to meet him in the splendour of
her beauty, and again that loveliest image broke away in pieces
irom his eyes; and he was indignant at himself that, by his rest-
less passion and the tumult of his senses, he should have de-
stroyed"the shape, and perhaps his hopes, iorever.

As the walk, in the afternoon, became crowded, he withdrew
deeper into the thickets; but he still kept the distant highway